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Fennillion galar Benjamin James, yr 
liwn a golloád ei elwg pan jn gweithio 
mew®. Chwarel yn mhlwyf Gsliigaer. 


Gwrandewch y Cymry mwynion, 
Yn ffyddlou dewch yn ues, 

Yn gryno gvda’ch gilvckl., 

Ohwi ellwch wneuthur lies, 

I mi sy’n methu gweled 

Kr’s rhai blynyddoedd maith ; 
Heb olwg nÌ8 gall undyn 
Wneyd unrhyw fath o waith. 

Mi fuom fel ’r yoh chwithau, 

Yn cerdded yraa thr»w, 

A chanfod rhyfeddodan 
Y ddaear ar bob Úaw ; 

Ond ’nawr ’d wy’n cael un pleseir s 
Mi allaf ddweyd paham, 

0 herwydd md wy’n gweled 
Y ffordd i geidded earn. 

Mae genyf dde^Utwriaeth, 

Mae geuyf gof a cfylyw, 

Mae genyf nertb ac ieoljild,» 

KJjof ddioleh i fy Nuw 
Am ei dynerwch imi, 
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Sy’n amlwg ar bob pryd, 

Er ’mod i’n methu gweled 

Y ffordd i fyn’d drwy’r byd. 

S D wy’n gwel’d na haul ua lleuad, 
Na dim sydd îs y rhôd, 

Na dim sydd ar ei gynydd 
O fewn ein byd yn b d; 

Mae y peutníydd welais 
Yn aẃr yn orefydd mawr, 

A minau ’n ns: tint eu gweled, 
Wrth deithio d ear lawr. 

Pan ’r o’wn yn cloddio eeryg, 

Ar ddiwrnod gnda’m gwaith, 
Wrth dauiu t'v u, os coeliwch, 

Y cefais gwrdd â chraith; 

Y powdwr aetli i’m llygaid, 

A’m goiwg hytryd i 
A gollais y p vd hyny, 

’ft wy ii dweyd y gwir i ohwL 

A ’nawr, fy nghyd gyfeillion, 

( ariadlo'n yn eich gwedd, 

Sydd In ddyw’n cydymdeithio 
A mi tua glan ÿ btdd; 
Tosturiwch gyda’ch gilydd, 

Yn gryno heb waban, 

Trwy dd’od yn mlaen yn sèrbhog 
A’ch oeiniog am y gân. 


A .SONG 


Lines upon Benjamin J>mes, who lost 
Ms sight while working in a Quarry m 
the parish of Gelli^aer. 

You kind and loving people, 

On me I pray don’t frown, 

But on me h .ve companion, 

As Í walk up and down; 

My tale is very dismal. 

Once I could talk so free, 

But now my heart is broken 
Because I cannot see. 

Like you and many others, 

I once could see my way, 

To go to church or ch«pel, 

And that without delay; 

But now so me one m is* guide me, 
the rOnd I < am not find; 

Kind frie nds that pass th by me, 

O! pity all the blind. 

The sight is very, precious 
While in this world we stay, 

We do not know its value 
Till it is taken away: 

Our pleasures and our comfort, 

Gone from among mankind; 

We cannot see our danger, 

O! pity now the blind. - 
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The moon that is so lovely, 

The stars that are so bright, 
And the great sun that’s shining, 
To ail it giveth light; 

But those in ail their glory 
No pleasures are for me, 

For I am blind, remember! 

On earth no more I’ll see. 

Together we do travel 
As you may well suppose, 
Eternity is before us ; 

We are drawing to a close. 
Your charity and kindness 
l 5 m craving for a while, 

I’m blind! my heart is breaking! 
I cannot laugh and smile. 

I pray you will, kind Christians, 
Upt’a coming in a throng, 
Oh! help the blind with pity 
As you do go alpng, 

And the 1 ord will bless you, 

His comfort you shall find, 

If you lay out a penny 
With me that now is blind. 


Argrafftcyd gan H. Ilamphreyt, Catrmwfm { 


